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logical one also; at least to-day I came upon large-aviaries full of birds of many kinds, though I was too tired to hunt further for beasts.
This morning I had an interesting surprise. I went with Belle to a Presbyterian church just round the corner; neither of us knew anything about it, but we tried it on our landlord's recommendation. I asked the man who showed us to a seat whether the minister, Dr. Steele, would preach himself; but he said no, it was to be ' the Missionary.' I fancied he meant the assistant and expected a young man; so I was surprised when I saw an old gentleman with very white hair, and a beard that reminded me of John Knox. He had a strong Scottish accent, and preached a good old-fashioned sermon that went to my heart. It was very short, for he soon diverged into a special appeal, and I discovered that he was Dr. Paton of the New Hebrides, whose book had so greatly interested and delighted me. He gave us some very interesting details of his work and life, and I hope that before I leave Sydney I may both hear and see more of him.
In the afternoon, while walking in the park, I found much preaching going on, nicely varied to suit all tastes. The first man I met was lecturing on Free Thought, and declared that all the old superstitions were dying out; he spent most of his time in praising Bradlaugh and Mrs. Besant, etc. etc. I did not listen long there. At the next group I found a very vulgar Irish-